58                         SILENT IS THE VISTULA
At two o'clock in the morning the first group of men got ready to leave under orders to steal their way right to the University walls, and wait there for H-hour We synchronized our watches. Their shoes wrapped in rags, the soldiers walked noiselessly I accompanied them as far as the barricade on our street.
The night was growing long with waiting It was pitch black and soft. The fires burning on Gesta Street were dying out In vain did I strain my eyes to see the dark patches of the vegetable gardens through which our first units were to crawl I returned to the station.
Doctor Falecki, the surgeon, came in quietly and took possession of Zofia immediately She moved around silently, arranging and putting things away Water was boiling in the sterilizers. Zofia touched my shoulder.
"It's three-forty/* she whispered. "Time to wake up the girls"
I walked through the three small rooms where the thirty nurses were sleeping soundly on the floor, huddled dose together, and called in a low voice. "Get up! Time togetupl"
They woke up instantly, without a yawn, without a complaint We checked our kits scissors, gauze, bandages, dressings, iodine, tape, candles and matches. We wore gray overalls and dark berets, but no insignia. The wliite of our armbands we turned in so that only the red showed. We took five stretchers with us, one for each group of six.
Zofia made the sign of the cross in the air after us as we filed out
Soon we were crawling up the slopes of vegetable gardens over dew-covered plants. It was difficult to crawl in the dark through cabbage heads and tomato stalks. I felt the stickiness of the caterpillars I was crushing, and their green blood between my fingers. The girl ahead of